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In  the  alley  where  I,  .was  .born 
A.  big  blue  wind  gave,  all  day  long 
Motions  to  awnings  and  underwear 
Plunging  all  like  some  bright  ship 
Down  an  ocean  of  lurching  air. 

In  the  alley  where  I was  born 
A whirling  sun  and  shadows  torn 
On  fire  escapes  and  corner  wall 
Left  restless  patterns  on  my  brain 
And  ,sa.lt  in  my  wind-^wrecked  soul. 

U aM  E S M 0 nAN 
New  York  City 


Two  Poems  by  iiLLYH  POOD  - Bethlehem, 


Pe nnsylvanih 


THE  SISTERS 


The  water  falls 
In  winds  of  sound 
Continuous  upon  the  stair. 

Behind  the  green  Venetian  AccPs 
Four  women  shak%  thvir  hair, 

T.ashed,  hanging  to  the  ankles,  heavy: 

Yet  seeming  to  blow--tc  sough  as  autumn  air 

D own  brocks  where  leaves  are  August's  stepping  stones 
Pedestailing  droplet  jewel  birds 

Who  quench  their  thirst  before  they  cross  the  world. 

The  sisters  sit  in  camisoles  and  wide  white  skirts. 
Freed  from  the  shuttling  of  breast  and  whale-bone , 

The  plying  of  the  breath  against  the  stays 
Weaving  an  unhalcycning  sail. 

Their  thoughts  are  caves.  Each,  before  her  glass 
Shares  what  the  glass  is-j  depth  made  pelagic, 

Shares  with  the  leaping  fish  its  arching  stillness, 
hears  the  great  shell-house  echoing  oceans. 

'.auburn,'  their  husbands  say,  lifting  the  hair 
Frcm  their  crcwns  in  the  curve  cf  harps, 

Sifting  it  through  their  fingers,  through  the  hour-gla 
Cf  r.oon' s diving  dove  and  annunciatory  rays. 


But,  *io Tiber,'  the  dolphins  say — dthose 
Green  and  gold-f decked,  bulging-eyed  . 
With  faces  like  a Pekinese*. 

’Amber,  in  afternoon*’ 


candlesticks 


Within  the  resonance 
Mass  and  motion  are 
Canaletto’s  Venice, 
With  its  lily  plant. 


of  the  ear,_ 


one  suspension: 
and  the.  still,  tiled  room 
where  Mary  was  touched. 


: 3 

alone 


Here  all  are  sisters:  Mary,  Euridiee., 
Persephone,  Bernice,  with  her  burning  crown. 
Cast  in  the  crock  cf. the  sunr snuffing  well 
That  reflects  Christ's  star.- in  June. 

Here  are  Christmas  rose  with  asphodel; 
Seasonless  in  gold  are . quince  and.pear;  . 

In  quenchless  pester  , the  root  drinks.  - Light 
Is  harp  strings,  and  the  strings . are  waves,:.  - 
And  the  waves  are  hair*  ....  < 


SUJVENIR  CF  F bitf T A I'i'IE B LE AU 


A far-off  wheel  of  circus  music 
Penetrates  the  mind's  weir 
Where  otters  slide* 

Merry- sad,  the  mill  wheel 

Drips  its  wheaten  falls 

Where  water  lilies  float  like  Saturns 

Far  from  the  zodiac  of  riders. 

Shepherds  are  reduced  to  juices. 

Green- froth,  honey-dew; 

Milkmaids  tinkle 

Bells  of  porcelain  petticoats. 

Spilling  lacy  milk* 

Chiffon  and  satin  shiver 

In  the  wrood  of  Fontainebleau 

Where  queens  dream,  innocent  as  grasses, 

For  their  portrait  by  Watteau; 

And  deer,  once  fleshed,  linger  as  light  alone* 

Bound  without  conscience,,  without  memory, 

A life  that  never  was  decays  and. burns: 
Ruysdael-rich,  the  chestnut  tree 
Sinks  into  the  trapping  waters 
Softening  three  hundred  rings 
To  make  a hearth  for  cricket  kings. 


Two  Foems  by  HELEN  CaRLS ON  - Indiana  University 


APRIL 


Once  you  were  Sunday  white  and  a picket  fence 
And  chintzy  curtains  and  a windowful  of  sun 
In  a busride  town  from,  the  city  terminal. 

And  when  you  tucked  away  the  sun  at  night 
And  let  the  day  burn  memory-blue  and  secret. 

Smiling  as  if  the  night  was  your  kingdom  too, 

I sat  in  those  pretty  shadows  like  sucking  the  honey- 
suckles with  my  sister  in  some  childhood  season  back. 

It  was  a lovely  room  for  talking,  so  clean  and  cluttered 
with  emblems  — like'  pictures  and  lamps --of  half-said  thing 
And  mainly,  of  course,  so  away  and  first-lived  for  me. 

Now  there  are  warm  and  April-summer  breezes. 

Strange  and  grotesquely  fluffy  and  the  trees  still  bare, 
V.'ith  memory  breaths  of  bicycle  treks  and  girlhood 
Of  tulips  and  hopscotch  all  wafting  a dusty  one 
With  all  the  stills  and  ai-ry  forge tmenots , 

Like  an  ankle-high  garden  that  one  has  simply  outgrown. 
Rumpelstiltskin  is  dead,  and  so  should  such  Springs 
That  nullify  so  with  their  make-believe  calms; 

Too  patly  sweet,  and  better  a frost  or  a storm. 


SEixE^ADE 


Even  after  a splash  of  midnight  walk. 

Cold  on  my  face  where  devout  and  ravaged  autumn 
Spills  its  yellow  leaves  in  the  naked  frost. 

And  the  glassy  wind  that  floats  with  stars 
On  the  dead  enchanted  streets  before  the  morning 
I shall  not  let 'sleep  curl  into  my  thighs. 

But  build  my  favorite ’ corners  by  walls 
'And  the  lighted  side  of  my  windows, 

Especially  after  that  final  goodnight. 

*■.  y - * - v *• 

And  feel  the  darkness  tumble  through  my  fingers. 

And  when  all  the  seasons  have  fallen 
And  all  the'  lamps  turned  down. 

And  all  the' streets  rolled  up'  in  time. 

My  hands' will  find  the'  shape  of  night*. 

I shall  not  poison  the  evening  with  sleep. 

But  beckon  you  to  be  as  bold 
As  the  mighty  flame  that  sears  my  hands 


^.nd  burns  in  my  thighs  and  stings  my  tears 
When  darkness  draws  my  breath  away, 

And  beckon  you  to  walk  in  my  garden  of  shadows. 

Somewhere  between  good-by  and  sleep. 

Skirting  the  ragweed  and  midnight  diners, 

Racing  the  dryads  from  rosebeds  to  planted  elms 
And  crossing  from  avenues  to  carpeted  floors. 

Or  somehow  ih  the  cloud  of  early  morning, 

I shall  recall  the  shape  of  night 
And  spread  it  softly  on  wind  and  air,  that  wtrd 
Or  the  wine  of  my  fermented  sleep  might  f low. 
Flew  down  a steepled  shrine  of  all  my  days 
To  give  you  birth'. 


CONJUGATION 


(a  inonologue  for  two  voices) 


So  distant,  then,  and  will  you  not  approach 
Where  will  cr  won't 'have  no  embodiment 
Beyond  the  sense  of  what  our  bodies  mean. 

Whose  voiceless  hands  communicate  a need  ... 

More  distant  yet  for  this  proximity, 

You  worry  union  With ; these  seeking  hands. 

That  press  upon  the  arteries  of  love,. 

Until  sensation  numbs  in  every  cell...  ■ 

That  hands  nor  voices  may  fulfill  nor  speak  . *j. 

In  any  context,  save  the  moment  mute 

When  gesture  tends  to  speech  and  speaking,  stills 

The  tendencies  of  both  our  spinning  worlds  ... 

And  nightmares  of  release  without  conjunction 
Terrify  the  sharp  desire  of  mind 
To  know  its  inclination  bends  to  more 
• Than  death's  demands  or  accidents  of  chance  .. 

Toward  vertigo,  the  cure-  of  which  is  not 

Constraint  but  this  intense  community 

That  stops  our  lives  intact  and  grows  -to  wonder. 

While  we  feed  destruction  to  desire. 

Whose  sleights-cf-hand  endanger  every  act 
With  prematurity  and  ashes,  whence 
No  life  may  rise  to  shake  its  fragile  wings 
And  try  again  the  violent  steeps  of  love* 


(chorus ) 


Thus  speak  into  the  mirrors  of  cur  voice 
The  double-images  of  what  we  are 
And  cannot  hope  to  be  or  not  to  be: 
Echoed  and  re-echoed  from  the  poles. 

The  radiant  negations  of  our  selves 
Intrude  between  the  closing  continents. 
Create  such'  tensions  worlds  cannot  resis 
Until  our  shuddering  universe  explodes 
And  all  the  fragments  of  desire  and  need 
Are  swept  along  the  tidal  flood  of  love 
To  burst  across  the  dikes  of  paradox 
And  flew  into  another  conjugations 


Rt. C-  CUNNINGHAM 
Uni\ ersity  of  Delaware 


A pincered  Japanese  ant  came  mincing  in  upon  ray  Mtchen 
T:Tiere  a moonlight  wash  of  wheat  is  banked  against 
The  walls  in  tidal  plenitude. 

She  curtsied  rosaries  'of  grace  to  me,  then  elegantly  jawed 

one  ponderous  grain 

I might  have  scuffed  away  and  never  known. 

But  neighbor  sought,  it  swelled  limb-high  by  heat  of  jealousy 
i-jad  burst  restraint  to  call  a heel  upon  that  ant. 

To  stamp  her  out  of  mind  and  black  me  with  her  huckleberry  shell. 
Delicately  I retrieved  the  mite  she'd  seized,  buffed  it  on  a 

rolling  eye. 

Restored  it  to  the  sunset  orphanage  from  which  it  came. 

Then  again  antennae  stroked  the  crucial  corner  of  my  sight. 
Another  escalator  ant  appeared,  the  sister  of  the  first. 


perhaps  the  same 


And  spread  my  leather  dripping  ..with  that  precious  jam. 
k third,  a tenth,  a swimming  boot 

Skewed  from  under  me  and  splashed  me  weeping  to  the  holy  floor. 
There  I certified  the  general  bent . of  all  my  treasure. 

Gently  drowned  by  gentle  charity. 


HCYuJtD  R.  WEBBER 
Lehigh  University 
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